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Ride Ht Like You Mean H 


It had bugged Taylor from the moment it had happened. He knew what was coming and, despite his tears and 
heartache, knew that it had the potential to drive him crazy. And it did through every second of every day. 


It had started with the basic plaster cast that had held Dave's leg in place while they travelled back to the UK. 
Just the mere sight of it made Taylor's groin tighten and his cock twitch. That had been followed by Dave's 
indepth description of what being in the hospital had been like. Dave had gleefully talked about it all from the 
medication to the hospital bed to the nose cannula he'd worn in the wake of his surgery. All of it only added to 
the fantasy that was brewing in Taylor's mind The purple cast, boot and utilitarian looking wheelchair had been 
the icing on the cake. 


Lying in the large hotel bed, Taylor closed his eyes and thought back to earlier in the day. He'd deliberately sat 
himself across the room from Dave, his eyes trained on the singer so he could watch every movement. The 
dark haired man had been sat on a couch, his broken leg elevated as he'd talked to a journalist. Once the 
journalist had left, Taylor had watched as Dave had struggled to pull himself from the couch. He'd shaken with 
the effort, sweat beading his forehead, as he'd used his strong arms to pull himself from the couch and to 
the wheelchair. With a deep grunt of relief, Dave had dropped himself into the black sling seat and slumped 
against the back. The wheelchair had shifted a little, its front wheels briefly leaving the ground. Never did 


Taylor stand to help his friend as Dave had heaved his heavy, useless leg onto the footplate. His eyes had been 
closed and his face twisted in agony. The veins in his forehead had been popping and his cheeks had been 
stained red. Once he was settled, Dave had pulled a small vial of pills from his pocket and washed one down 


with a gulp of water. 
Taylor moaned softly and dipped his hand in to his baggy shorts as he let his mind wander further back. 


They had arrived in London and were waiting out the weekend until Dave could be admitted to hospital. Tired of 
being cooped up in a hotel room, the singer had wanted to go out. Taylor had trailed behind, watching as one of 
their crew pushed a damaged Dave towards a van. Once they were standing beside the silver vehicle, Dave had 
used a pair of crutches to pull himself upright. Several people from the hotel had helped him into the van, 
buckling him as Dave's drug-dead eyes had sought out Taylor. The dark haired man had given him a small, 
lopsided smile as if to say / know this is freaking you out in ways you can't imagine. It was a small gesture that 
had caused Taylor's throat to dry and that made him glad he was still wearing a baggy pair of pants. 


Just watching Dave on crutches, his body hunched and arms straining, was enough to send Taylor into a spiral 
of lust filled anxiety. Why was he feeling like that? Why was Dave in a plaster cast and barely able to move 
driving him crazy? Because suddenly Dave wasn't in control any more? Or because he was relying on Taylor 
more than ever before? 

Taylor jerked himself hard and fast, his cock throbbing against the palm of his hand. His pre~come, warm and 
sticky, dampened the front of his shorts and his breath came in short, soft pants. He could feel his orgasm 
growing, coiling through him and growing tighter by the second. Knowing that Dave slept on the couch only a 
few feet away pushed him ever closer to the edge. The bed creaked beneath him and Taylor pulled his legs up. 
He slid his free hand between them and cupped his tight balls. Rolling them against his palm, he grunted quietly 
and gave them a gentle squeeze. Pleasure zipped up his spine and made his head swim. He was barely there, 
barely conscious enough to hear the voice from the couch. 

"Taylor?" 

"Mmmmm?" He gave himself a tight squeeze, more pre-come seeping from the slit and dampening his knuckles. 
| know this is turning you on" 

"Yeah." His voice sounded distant and dreamy. 

"Why's it turning you on?" 


"Don't know," he murmured. 


"Want to ride my cast tomorrow night?" 


With a final, strangled grunt Taylor exploded. He arched from the bed as his seed soaked his hand and shorts. 


His mind swam and, amid the hazy fog of pleasure, all he could see was Dave and his wheelchair. 


